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"Fuck, Jason," Kirk panted. Hands going to his knees, he leaned forward trying to get his breath back. "What the 
hell happened back there?" 


The bassist took a deep breath and let it out slowly. Looking passed Kirk to the other side of the alley, he was 
relieved to note that no one had followed them. Wiping the sweat from his brow, he glanced back at his 


companion. "Sorry, man. My fault." 


Kirk stared at Jason incredulously. "Your fault? You started the brawl? What? You've been taking lessons from 
James?" 


Jason scowled at him. "No. Shit, you make it sound as if | did it on purpose.” 


Brushing sweat-dampened curls from his face, Kirk raised his eyebrows skeptically. "Well, Jason, when you said 
it was your fault you kinda implied that it was on purpose. So which is it? Was it your fault or not?" 


"It was," Jason conceded. "But not really" 


Kirk threw up his hands. "Yeah, that's something James would say. Man, | hate it when you pick up his bad 
habits." 


"| do not pick up his bad habits!" Jason denied hotly. "Besides, it's not like he does this whole brawling thing 


anymore." 
"Exactly," Kirk agreed. "So why you feel the need to pick up where he left off, | don't know." 


"Are you going to let me explain?” Jason glared at the lead guitarist who had slowly straightened and now 


leaned against the brick wall of the alley. 
With a majestic wave of his hand, Kirk urged Jason to continue. 
"You're too kind," Jason shot back sarcastically. "| was at the bar minding my own business-" 


Kirk snickered. "Funny, that's what James always says when he's trying to explain that it wasn't his fault 
either." 


"Shut up, asshole, and let me finish," Jason growled at him, proving that he had indeed picked up some habits 
from the Mighty Hetfield. "Anyway, you were sitting right there." 


Kirk shook his head. "| may have been sitting next to you, but | was talking to the bartender about some killer 


waves down in San Jose. You could have been jacking off and | wouldn't have noticed" Kirk grinned. 

Jason rolled his eyes. "Fine, whatever. Will you shut up now so that | can explain that it was an accident?" 
"Sure, man, go ahead." Kirk continued to smile. "This should be interesting." 

"You're such a dick sometimes, you know that?" Jason murmured. "| don't know how James puts up with you." 
"My dazzling, yet quirky, personality?" Kirk shot back. 


"Quirky is right, Quirk," Jason had to grin. "If | were a betting man, though," Jason's gaze roamed over Kirk's 


body, "I'd have to say it's more than your personality which holds his interest.” 


Kirk shook his head in fond exasperation. "You know if James saw you looking at me like that, he wouldn't be 


happy." 
"That's an understatement," Jason replied. "James would gouge my eyes out with a spoon" 


Kirk actually laughed. "No, that's what Lars would do to you. Since rehab, James has mellowed. He'd have mercy 
on you and use his hunting knife." 


A small smile graced Jason's handsome features. "They're both possessive fucks, aren't they." It really wasn't 


a question 
Nevertheless, Kirk answered. "Yeah, they are. But we love them anyway." 


Jason nodded his head in agreement. "Well, then, | guess | had better get you back home. No matter how many 
times he pretends he doesn't, | know James is waiting up for you. And | want to get home to Lars." 


"Sounds good to me." Kirk moved away from the wall, wincing slightly. "I'm fucking horny." 
"You're always horny," Jason replied almost absently as if his response was a long running joke between them. 
And of course, it was. Even as the stock answer left his lips, his attention was arrested by something else. 


"Kirk? You okay?" 


Kirk looked startled at the question. "Huh? Yeah, I'm fine. That mad run we did just reminded me that I'm not 
Twenty anymore." 


"You're sure? You didn't get hurt, did you? James would kill me if you got hurt" 
"Geez, Jason" Kirk rolled his eyes. "You worry too much about what James will do. 
Jason just stared at him, eyebrow raised. 

"Okay," Kirk conceded with a sigh. "You have a point. He..can be a bit protective." 
"Again with the understatement," Jason muttered. "More like overprotective." 


Kirk shrugged. "Okay, he's overprotective of us. Fuck if | know why, though. I'm not the one who has a room 
reserved at the hospital." 


Jason had to grin. "Yes, he does manage to get himself into scrapes." The many emergency room visits over 
the years had become a joke among the four of them. At the time of each visit, though, it hadn't been a 
laughing matter. "Still, you've got it wrong." 


Kirk frowned at him. "What exactly do | have wrong?" 


"James is protective of us," Jason explained. "He thinks of us as his family and it's only natural, you know, with 
his alpha male tendencies that he would look out for us." 


"Alpha male is right," Kirk muttered. "But | said that so how can | be wrong?" 


"No." Jason shook his head. "You said he was overprotective of us. That's not quite right. He's really only 


overprotective of one of us..and that's you." 


"Now just a minute. That's not true!" Kirk glared at the bass player. Then he looked away. "Who the fuck am | 
kidding? Of course, its true. Doesn't make a whole lot of fucking sense, but then again James never really 


makes much sense." 
"Especially when it comes to you," Jason added. 


"That's what | don't understand," Kirk burst out. "He's so fucking accident prone, yet he has the fucking nerve 


to tell me to be carefull" 


"That's just the way he is," Jason almost sounded apologetic. "You've been together for a long time. You're his 
best friend, his lover..hell, | think he even called you his soulmate once. So, yeah, | can see why he would want 


to keep you safe. | know I'd be the same way." 
Kirk snorted. "You are. Lars sneezes and you're taking his temperature." 
"Hey, | like to take care of him," Jason said defensively. "I love him! 


"| didn't mean that in a bad way," Kirk protested. "Lars can be just as overprotective of you as you are of 
him, you know. Who's the one who got you the masseuse when you let it slip that your neck was killing you 
from all that headbanging?!" 


Jason smiled. "Yeah, | remember. Thought | was doing a good job of hiding the fact that | was in pain. Forgot 
what an observant little fuck he is." He folded his arms across his chest. "So James isn't the only one who has 
a corner on the overprotective market. Lars and | aren't the only ones either. I've seen you when we've had to 


take James to the emergency room. Believe me, | wouldn't want to fuck with you when you get like that." 


Kirk eyed him innocently. "lm not sure what you mean, Jay. Like you said, you take care of the ones you love. | 


was just doing what | was supposed to." 


Jason shook his head in exasperation. "I'm not buying the act, Kirk I've known you too fucking long." He grabbed 


the guitarists arm. "Come on, let's get out of here." 


"Sounds like a plan," Kirk murmured, stumbling slightly as Jason tugged on his arm. "Whoa.." he mumbled under 


his breath, blinking a few times. 


Jason stopped and turned to him with a frown. "What is it? What's wrong?" 


Kirk shook his head. "Nothing." Only James would have caught the slight hesitation in his voice. "Just tripping 


over my own feet." 


The intensity of Jason's scrutiny didn't diminish and Kirk shifted uneasily. "Jason? Can we go now? We've stayed 


in this alley long enough. | really wanna go home." 
There was a moment of quiet before Jason finally nodded. "Are you sure you're okay?" 


"Will you just quit worrying already?" Kirk snapped, finally losing patience. "| said | was, didn't |? Now can we get 
the fuck out of here? I'm sick of this fucking alley and | just wanna get home and crawl into bed with James." 


Jason held up his hands in surrender. "Hey, Kirk, relax, man. My car is not too far away from here. Lets go 


and I'll get you home." 


Kirk's tone softened. "Sorry. | know you only asked because you promised James you'd bring me home in one 


piece. But, trust me, I'm fine." 


"James isn't the reason | asked," Jason protested quietly. "| asked because you're my friend, Kirk. | care about 


you." 


Kirk smiled and patted him on the chest. "Aw, Jason, what would | do without you?" 


“That's something you'll never have to find out," Jason answered. "Come on. Let's get the fuck out of here 


before we get even more mushy.” 

"Can't have that, can we?" Kirk asked and he laughed. 

"Nope." Jason ruffled his friend's curls then straightened to his full height. Throwing his shoulders back and 
thrusting his chest out, he announced, "We're manly men. Metal Gods of Thunder! We don't share our fucking 


feelings." 


"Jase, you're so full of shit," Kirk remarked fondly. "So? Are you ever going to explain how it is you started a 
fucking brawl?" 


"Oh, shit, that's right. We were in a brawl." 
Kirk rolled his eyes. "Yeah, you fucker. You started it, remember?" 


"Like | said, it was an accident," Jason defended himself as he started to walk down the alley toward the street. 
Kirk fell in step beside him as the bassist began his explanation. 
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"| don't believe you, man. | don't fucking believe you." Kirk shook his head as he glanced at the driver of the 


car. "Geez, Jason, you can't be serious. That's what happened?" 


"Yeah, | swear, Kirk, it wasn't my fault," Jason stated emphatically as he maneuvered the car through the 
darkened streets. 


"You must have done something...” Kirk trailed off. 
Jason shot him a glare. "I didn't do anything. She came on to me. Why is that so fucking hard to believe?" 


Kirk shrugged. "| don't know. It's fucking weird, that's all. Fucking beer bottles and shit were flying around by 


the time we managed to get our asses out of there. There had to be more to it" 


"Well, there wasn't," Jason responded, knuckles tightening on the steering wheel. "That fucking woman started it. 


Not my fault her husband can't keep her satisfied" 


Kirk reached out and caressed the nearest hand clutching the wheel. "Hey, it's okay, Jase. | know it doesn't take 
much for a fight to get out of hand. Let it go. We got out of there. No harm no foul." 


Jason sighed, his fingers slowly relaxing their death grip on the steering wheel. "Yeah, we're okay. | think | just 
realized how fucking bad it could have been if we hadn't gotten out of there when we did" He let out another 
breath. "Fuck. You didn't see that dude bust a pool stick over his knee and then jab a guy in the stomach with 
it. Shit, that's one of the worst fucking dives we've ever been to. Next time | suggest we go out, we stay away 
from the fucking breeders’ pits." 


"You know James and Lars would never agree to let us go to a gay bar on our own," Kirk replied. 


"Then they should fucking go with us," Jason growled, punching the gas. "They should have been with us 


tonight. Since when are lyrics for the new album more fucking important than us." 


Kirk lowered his hand and shifted to face Jason as much as the seatbelt would allow. His sharp intake of 


breath didn't go unnoticed by the driver. 

Kirk?" Jason questioned in concern, his anger momentarily forgotten. 

"You have got to stop thinking shit like that, Jase." Kirk ignored both the question and the tone. "They both 
have that radio interview in the morning. It's not like they didn't want to come out with us. We probably should 


have stayed with them." 


"Yeah, guess you're right." Jason agreed. "| just wanted to go out and blow some steam, that's all. Its been a 


rough couple of months” 
"| know," Kirk said, shuddering, "But at least James finally agreed to let you do your Echobrain project" 
Jason nodded. "I dont know what the fuck | would have done if he had said no." 

Kirk shuddered again "Quit worrying about that, Jay. Things *did* work out! 

‘Im glad they did because | think that | might have--" Jason swallowed, “left Metallica’ 


Kirk's eyes widened. "No fucking way, man. You--you wouldn't. Would you? | mean, what about Lars?" He 


wrapped his arms around himself. 


"| don't know what would have happened" Jason shrugged. "But, like you said, it worked out. No use worrying 
about it." He glanced at Kirk and frowned. "What the fuck's wrong? You cold?" 


Kirk shivered. "Y--yeah. Lost my fucking jacket at the club." 


Jason cranked up the heater. "We're almost there," he said as he turned into the driveway that would lead him 
to the house Kirk and James shared. 


"G--good" Kirk leaned his head against the seat. "lm really tired” 
"Yeah, you look it. You sure you're okay?" 
Kirk closed his eyes. "Uh-huh." 


Jason glided to a stop and turned off the engine. He shifted in his seat to look at his friend. "Kirk?" He gently 
shook a drooping shoulder. "Kirk!" 


Kirk's eyelids slowly drifted upward and he looked at Jason in confusion. "Huh? What? We there yet?" 


"Yeah, you're home." Jason tilted Kirk's chin up. "What's going on? What the hell's wrong with you?" 


Kirk shoved his hand away. "Nothing. Just tired Leave me alone, Jason" 
Jason was going to press further when he glanced out the windshield. "Oh, shit." 
"What? What is it?" Kirk followed his gaze, his eyes squinting to see through the darkness. "Oh, it's James." 


Its nearly four in the morning," Jason said, opening his door. "We're running a little late." He nodded to the 


front of the house. "And, fuck, does he looked pissed" 

"Aw, man, you worry too much." Kirk leaned forward. A deep intake of breath followed the movement. 

Jason had already stepped out of the car. "| think | should be," he muttered to Kirk as he kept his eyes on 
James. "But maybe | can head him off at the pass." Leaning against the frame of the open door, he called out, 


"Hey, James, watcha doing?" 


"Where the fuck have you two been?" The lead singer of Metallica growled. "Lars left around midnight and he's 


been calling here every hour looking for you. You have him fucking worried!" 
"Doesn't sound like he's the only one," Jason said to Kirk. 
"Oops, you're in trouble now, Jase." 


"| think we both are," Jason responded in a low voice. Then he called to James. "Hey, everything's fine, man. 


There was a fight at the bar, but we managed to get away without too much trouble." 
"Shit, Jason," Kirk hissed at him. "What the fuck are you doing? Are you trying to piss him off?" 


"Trust me, he's already fucking pissed. Hell, | think he's beyond pissed. Besides, he's bound to find out sooner or 
later," Jason replied, looking through the open door at the lead guitarist. 


"Yeah, well, later would have been better," Kirk said. "Cause, believe me, | think you just made things worse." 
When Jason looked up it was to find James stepping down the porch steps, anger and worry visible in the set 
of his shoulders. "What the fuck? You were in a brawl?" James' growl was low and slightly ragged almost as if 


he were trying to keep his emotions in check "| swear, you two better fucking be okay." 


"Fine, man" Jason assured him. "We got outta there before it got too bad. Nothing to worry about. Clean get 


away." 
‘ll believe that when | see you both get out of the fucking car and make sure for myself,” James snarled. 


"Aw, come on, man. | wouldn't lie about something like that." Jason gripped the doorframe. He realized, belatedly, 


that he wasn't the one capable of calming down the Mighty Hetfield. He bent forward again to look at Kirk, 
hyper aware of the towering fury striding toward him. "Man, you have got to get out of the car and talk to 
him. He won't listen to anything | have to say until he knows that everything is okay. And he won't believe that 
until he sees you." 

Kirk looked at Jason, tears flooding his eyes. “Jase, I'm sorry." 

Jason frowned, uneasiness creeping up his spine. "What? What do you mean you're sorry? Sorry for what?" 


"The--the leather, man" Kirk sounded miserable as he slumped further in his seat. "Shit, I--I didn't mean--" 


"Kirk, what the fuck are you talking about?" Jason asked, frustration and not a little bit of fear clouding his 


tone. "You're not making any sense." 

"l, uh..." Kirk held up his left hand, showing the fingertips to Jason. "Im sorry... 

"Fuck, no," Jason whispered, his eyes growing wide as he stared at the bright scarlet staining his friend's 
fingers. "Oh, shit!" His voice rose. "Blood! You're fucking bleeding?" The last word was uttered just as James 


reached him. 
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